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Maggiore and saw the sarcophagus which opens and discloses
the mummified body of Pius IV. The coffin seemed to be a little
too small, and the body is hunched up. The decomposed face is
covered with a silver mask, and the pulpy hands are dressed in
white silk gloves. Those decayed lips and limp hands once
excommunicated the English Queen Elizabeth, bastard,
heretic, and usurper. R. said, " If you have a well-developed
sense of the macabre you ought to see the skeleton bride.
You see, lying in a niche, a figure dressed in the most wonder-
ful silver brocade. The face and the hands are bones. You
ought also to see the embalmed body of San Carlo Borromeo
at Milan. You go down into a crypt which is literally lined
with precious stones. A man comes up and asks you whether
you want to see the body of the saint. You say yes, and pay
five francs. The monk disappears, and you hear a frightful
grating sound. Then, through the darkness, you see the monk
turning a gigantic handle. Again there is a fearful metallic
noise, as if the gates of hell were opening, and suddenly you
see one whole silver wall of the crypt drop like a Roman stage-
curtain. Before you stands a huge glass-faced sarcophagus
made of the most precious materials, and in it, erect, a body
swathed in stiff, dazzling ecclesiastical robes. At the top a
brown noseless face stares at you."
Mrs Y. and a foreign archaeologist were contemplating an
obscene picture of Leda and the Swan in a museum one day,
when the foreign archaeologist giggled foolishly and gave her
to understand that the attitude was indecent. tc Why, what's
wrong ? " said Mrs Y. " It's only a bird, isn't it! " Mrs Y.
is very highly prized in Roman society for her unrestrained
belchings and stomach-rumbles, during and after meals.
Belching seems to be characteristic of intellectual women.
Just as Mrs Y. used to belch when she was discoursing on
baroque art, so Mrs H. belched when she talked about the
Irish question, and Lady C. gave a great belch when she
described her favourite theosophical medium to me.
R., at Bournemouth, finding himself in possession of a copy
of Oscariana, which bored him, put it into the pocket of a
Brigadier-General's British-warm which was hanging up in
the cloakroom of an hotel.
One of the attaches of the French Embassy was bathing with
his newly wedded bride on the Asiatic shore of the Bosphorus,
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